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rhymes were not reconcilable, to his mind, with the sobriety of earnest utterance. If he had anything. important to say, it must be said, not sung. Yet he read Scott's Poems to his children; and with the keenest relish of their rhythm and melody, the beauty of which was enhanced by his delivery.
Be that as it may, his letters of this period are much more entertaining and characteristic than his poetry ; there was always a touch about them that prompts one to say, " There is the man ! " Among the various scraps of browned and fragile paper which have been wafted down to us from his youthful days, is one sibylline leaf, containing scarce twoscore words, but full of pith and inscrutable suggestiveness. Who was the Ass ? what was the Book ? and did Aunt Mary ever get possession of the Secret ? Here is the communication, which, on the evidence of the handwriting, may have been written about Hawthorne's eighteenth year.
" That Ass brought the book, and gave it directly to your aunt Mary. I hope you were wise enough to pretend to know nothing of the matter, if she has said anything to you about it.
HAWTHORNE."
The handwriting is particularly legible, and the word "Ass" is engrossed with special care, significant of cordial emphasis. Of all asses who ever put their blundering hoofs into other people's pics, this ass